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r»K SUNDAY f'TAK. WASHING! 



I N Hie srini human lUiuoetacy, 
letolullon cannot unirown ihe 
builder o( bridges to place upon 
lii» throne the hulltlei of pantry 
shelves. Gray matter and blue blood 
ami while pigment are not dynasties 
of man'i making. Accident of birth 
• ml not primogeniture makes maetei 
minda amt inulattoea. sea in stresses 
an,| rich men's sons Wiiarf rats an 
mote often born than matte. 

That Is why. In litis dynasty not of 
man's making weavers gone blind 
from the Intricacies of their queen's 
coronation robe, can kneel at her loin 
to kiss the cloth of gold that cursed 
them. A peasant can look on at a 
poat with no thought to bailer Ills 
black bread and lentils foV a single 
gossamer fancy, backstairs slaveys 
vlo with each other whose master Is 
more mighty. And litis is t lie story of 
Jlillie Moores, who. with no anarchy 
In her heart and no feud with the 
human democracy could design for 
women to whom befell the win.- and 
peail dog-collars of life, freaks as 
sheer as web, and on her knees be- 
side them, her mouth full of pins and 
her sole necklace a tape measure, 
tin III to see them garbed in the glory 
of her labor. 

Indeed, when the Iridescent bubble 
of reputation floated out from her 
modest dressmaking rooms In ICust 
i’3d street, Millie Moores, whom youth 
ha* rushed pusl, because she hud no 
leisure for It. felt her heart open like 
a grateful flower when life brought 
her more chorea to do. And yylie.n one 
day a next -yenr'a-model limousine 
drew up outside her small doorway, 
yvltli the colored fashion sheet stuck 
In the glass panel, and om day an- 
other, and then one spring day three 
of them in shining, procession a long 
her curb, something cheeped in Millie 
Moores' heart and slip doubled her 
prices. 

And then because ladles long of 
puree and short of breath found the 
throe dark flights difficult, and be- 
cause the first small fruit of success 
burst In Millie Moores' mouth, re- 
leasing its taste of wine, she with- 
drew her three-figure savings account 
from the Manhattan Trust Company, 
rented an elevator-service, mauve- 
upholstered establishment on middle 
Brbadway, secured the managerial 
services of a slender young man fresh 
from the I-ouls Qulnxe rooms of Mme. 
lleth, 5lh avenue costumer, tripled 
liar prices and emerged from the 
brown cocoon of i'3d street. Mme. 
Moores, modiste. 

Two years later three peifect-3« 
Sibyls promenaded the mauve display 
rooms, templing those who waddle 
with sleeveless frocks that might 
have been designed for the Venus of 
Milo wanned to Ilfs. 

The presiding young man. slim and 
full of the small ways that- Ingratiate, 
and with a pomaded glory of tow 
hair rippling back in a double wave 
that women's fingers itched to caress 
and men's hands Itched to thrash, 
pushed forward the mauve velvet 
chairs with a waiter* servility, but 
none of his humility, officiated o\eC 
tba crowded pages of the crowded 
appointment book, Jotted down meas- 
urements with an Imperturbability 
that grew for every, inch the ispe- 
line measured over and above. 

Last, Mine. Moores, her small flg- 
urs full of nerves; two spots of red 
high on her cheek; her erstwhile 
graying hairs, a bit premature and 
but a sprinkling of them, turned to 
tha inward of a new and elaborate 
coiffure; and meeting this high tide 
with a smile, newly enhanced by 
brldgetvork and properly iesi rained 
to that dimension of Insolence de-' 
manded by the rich of those who eery* 
them well. 

In the springtime 3th avenue and 
tltb avenue turn lightly to thoughts 
of Narraganselt pier and Bronx Park. 
Fifth avenue sheds its furs and Cth 
avsnue Its woolen underwear. At the 
dusk of one such day, when the taste 
of summer was like poppy leaves 
crushed between the teeth, and open 
street cars and open shirt waists blos- 
somed forth even as the dlstsnt lark- 
spur In the distant field, Mme. Moores 
behsld the electric-protection door 
swiug behind the last customer and 
relaxed frankly against a table piled 
high with fabrics of a dozen sheens. 
‘•Whew, thank heaven, she's gone!" 
To a symphony of (-o'clock whistles 
the rumble of machine from the work- 
rooms suddenly cessed. 

•Turn out the shower light, I’honxle. 
and see that Van Nord's lilark lace 
goes out In time for opera tonight. 
When she telephoned at noon I told 
hsr It was on the way." . , , , 

Mr. Alphonse Mlchflsop biyrUed a 
mauve-colored footstool and liaslenea 
rest-ward toward the swinging door 
that led to the empty log, workroom*. 
Tits tallest of the perfect-lhlrty- 
sixes. slipping 'wit -of» her • beaded 
slippers into sturdier foot wear of the 
street, threw him a smile as he passed 


ll ai set hit ». Uterine earrings and 
melal-y vlltiw ringlets bobbing like 
bells in a breeze. 

"Hand me the shoe -but inner. 1‘hoti- 
zle, ihe doctor mii stooping is bad 
for my hairpins “ 

Their laughter, light as r«au nut 
and mingled. 

■'•"Mi. you nervy Gertie:" 

"What'a your hurry. I'hon/.le 
dearie? ' 

"I don't see you stopping toe' 

'Pine chance with her crnurhiiig 
"Vi r there, ready to spring" 

Hang around, sweetness; may lie 
I'm not on duty, and I’ll take you to 
suppi r if you've mil got a date with 
one of youi million -dollar Charlies" 
".Soft pedal, I'honzlo' You know I'd 
break a date with any otic of 'em any 
day in the week for a 60-cetit table 
d'hote with you'" 

"Hang around then, sweetness ' 
llang around: If I hang around you 
any more than I have been doing in 
the last five years, following you 
front one establishment to the other 
they'll have to kill me to put me out 
of my misery." 

"You're all right. Cert And when 
you haven't any of the greenback 
boys around to till in. you can al- 
ways fall hack on me." 

"You're a nice old boy. Phonzie. and 
I like the kink in your hair, but — but 
sometimes when 1 get blue, like to- 
night. 1 — I just wish I had never 
clapped eyes on you." 

‘‘Aw. Uert. you got the dumps " 

"Look at her over there. 1 can 
see her by her profile: she's hanging 
around to buy your dinner tonight. 
VVhuila you bet she springs the ap- 
pointment book yarn on you and you 
fall for it?" 

A laugh flitted beneath Mr. Mich- 
elson's blonde hedge of mustache. 

"Can I help it that I got such 
hypnotic, mesmerizing ways?" 

She smiled beneath her rougo and 
wanly, "No darling," she said. 

Across tlte room .Mine. Moores re- 
garded them from beside her pile of 
sheeny silks and her fingers would 
pluck nervously at the fabrics. 

"Hurry up over there, Phonzie; I 
told Iter Hie black lace was oil the 
way." 

Miss Dobriner daubed at tier red 
lips with a lacy fribble of handker- 
chief. her voice sotlo behind It. 

"Don't let her pin you. Phonsie. 
Have a heart and take me to supper 
when I'm blue as indigo.” 

He leaned to impale a pin upon Ills 
lapel. 

"She's so while to me, Uert. how 
can I squirm If she asks me to go 
over the appointment book with her 
tonight?" 

'Tell her your grandmother's 
•lead." 

He leaned for another pin. 

"Stick around down In Sellgman's 
If J dust my hat with my handker- 
chief when 1 pass, I'm nailed for the 
evening. If 1 can wiggle, I'll blow 
you lo Churchey for supper. 

"I " 

■"glJti-h-h." 

He , rtlieaied behind the mauve- 
colored swinging doors. The two re- 
pislning sibyls,- hatted and coated to 
crane the nerltro fthe passerby*, hur- 
ried arm-ln-atm out Into the spring 
evening. An errand girl, who had 
dropped her skirt and put up her 
hair so that Ihe eye of the law might 
wink at her stigma of youth, Itung 
the shimmering gowns. away for an- 
other day's display. Gertie Dobrin- 
er patted her ringed fingers against 
her mouth to press back a yawn and 
trailed across the room, adjusting her 
hat before a fulLlength mirror. In 
the light from a single electric bulb 
Iter heir showed three colors— y ellow 
gold, green gold and. toward the 
roots, the dark gold of old bronze. 
"You can go now, Get t." 

“Yea. madam." 

Misa Dobriner adjusted a spray of 
curls. Through the mirror she could 
observe the mauve-colored swinging 
door. 

"Did — did Du Gass Older that fish- 
tail model, madam?" 

Mme. Moores dallied with her ap- 
pointment book. Through the mirror 
she could observe the mauve-colored 
swinging door. 

"Yes. in green." 

"If 1 had her complexion I'd wear 
sandpaper to match it." 

"We haven't all of us got Hie looks. 
Gert, that'll g»' us four-carat stones 
to wear down to a tw enty-dollar-a- 
w eek job." 

Miss Dobrin*ra band flew to her 
throat and Hie gem that gleamed 
Hi ore. 

."I— ^ guess I All Hdy s sloiie on 

time -for myself without- without 
any 1 llisifiuatlona." 

“•YOu can wear Hie alone all right, 
Gerf, bill you can't gel past Ihe in- 
sinuations." ' 

"t — I sin't so Much on fills place, 
madam, that I got to stand for -your 
lusIhuaHona.” 


"No. I' a in t the place you', e struck 
on that keeps you heir. Gert." 

They regarded each oilier through 
eyes banked with the red flies of 
anger, and beside Ihe full-length mir- 
ror Miss liohiinri- trembled as she 
stood. 

“You can think what you please, 
madam. I I'm hired liy ritoitzle and 
I'm here to wear models and not to 
steer your thinking." 

-Mine. Moores sat so tense In Iter 

• hair that Hie weight did not relax it. 

"You and me can't have no fusses. 

you know that, don't you? 1 give 
I’honzie the tint of my floor and lie's 
the person one lias to deal with with 
freshness." 

"You — you started it. minium. 1 — 
can get along with anybody. I don't 
have to stay In a place where I'm not 
wanted; it’s just because Phonzie " 

"We won't fuss about it, Gertie 
I'm Hie- last one lo fall out with m.v 
help." 

Silence. 

"IJitl— did La Id law order that trol- 
titir model in plaid, Gert?" 

"No, she's coming back tomorrow ' 

"Today's I lie day to land ait order." 

"She says that pongee we made Iter 
last spring never fit her slick enough 
between tlte shoulders. I fell like 
telling her we don't guarantee to flt 
tubs." 

"You got to handle l.aldluw right, 
Gert. There'll be two trousseaux and 
a ball In that family before June. The 
best way to lost a customer like nLld- 
law Is to sell her what she ought to 
wear instead of what she wants to 
wear." 

"Handle her right! I wore rubber 
gloves. Did I quiver an eyelash when 
she ordered that pink organdie and 
didn't Phonzie nearly double up when 
lie took down the order? You want to 
see her measurements. I'll get the 
hook and “ 

"No, no, Gert. you can go on. I got 
to stay and go over the appointments 
with Phonzie." 

A quick red flow ed up and under the 
rouged surface of Miss Dobriner's 
cheeks. 

"Good-night, Uert." 

Miss Dobriner bared her teeth on a 
smile and closed her lips again before 
she spoke. 

"Good-nigl.t -madam." 

Then she went out, clicking the door 
behind her. Through the mauve-col- 
ored swinging door, and scarcely a 
clock tick later, entered Mr. Alhponse 
Mlcheison. spick, light-footed, slim. 

"Charley's left with the black lace, 
madam." 

It was as If .Mme. Moores suddenly 
threw off the husk of tlte day. "Tired. 
Phonzie?" 

He ran a hand across his silk hair 
and glanced about. 

"(Everybody gone?" 

"Yes." 

He reached for his hat and cutte and 
a pair of untried gray gloves atop 
them. 

"I sent the yellow taffeta out oil a 
C. l>. D. That gold buckle she wanted 
on the shoulder cost her jusj twenty 
bucks more." ( (i , 

"Good.:" 

He fitted on his hat, carefully ami 
snapped his gloves across hlajialju. . 

"Well. I'm off, madam." 

She adjusted her hat In a simulation 
of Indifference. 

"Like to come up to the flat for sup- 
per and — and g» over the books, 
Phonzie?" 

"Huh?" 

"There's plenty for two and — and we 
could kind of go over thinga." 

"Oh, 1 — I'm running up there loo 
often, sponging off you." 

"Bponglng! Like I'd ask you if 1 
didn't w ant you:" 

"I been up there sponging off you 
three times this week. Anyway, 
I'm " 

"Don't 1 always just give you pot 
luck?" 

"Yes, but you’ll think after while 
that 1 got you mixed up with my meal 
ticket.” 

A sens! tin- seepage of blood rushed 
over Mme. Moore's nervous face, 
stinging it. 

"Of course, If you don't want to 
come!" 

"Don't want to come! A fellow 
that's ne'er had a soap like your cozy 

• wncr In his life." 

“Of course. If— If you got s date 
with one of — of Ihe models or some- 
thing." 

"I never said that, did I?" 

"Well, get that sponging Idea out 
of your head, Phonzie. There's always 
plenty for two in my cupboard. Like 
I say s the other night, what's the use 
being able to afford Biy little flat If I 

• an*t get Home p!» astttc.-aur n'f'lt." 

"It ltyre looks good to ehl* lialliMj.rf, 
Johnnie." 

■Sh* gathered her gto'ea rind her 
black silk handbag. 

•Then come, Phonzie," *hJ said, "I'm 
going to lake yon home" and her 
■ hroal imgtii lia'e been Illicit with fur 

They went out log-Mier. lo- Sing the 
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doors behind them, and Into an even- 
ing as soft as silk and full of stars. 

Out of *383 cash, a bit of black and 
gold brocade flung adroitly over the 
imitation .hearth, a cot masquerading 
under a Mexican afghan of many col- 
ors, a canary In a cage, a potted 
'geranium, a shallow chair with a 
thread- ha re headi'ebt', 'k lathjl.'a rug, a 
two-burner gad stove, Mme. Moores 
'hail evolved a hdmfe. ‘ * ' 

And why not? The Petit Trianon 
was built that a queen might there 
find rest from marble halls. The 
Borghese women In their palace live 
behind drawn shades, but Italian 
peasants sit in their - low doorways 
and sing as they rock and suckle. 

In Mine. Moores' two-fllghts-up flat 
the windows were flung open to the 
moist air of spring, which flowed In 
cool as water between crisp muslin 
curtains, stirring them. In the sud- 
den flare of electric light the canary 
unfolded Its head from a sheaf of 
wing, cheeped and fell to picking up 
seed from the bottom of Its cage. 

•Mr. Alphonse Mlcheison collapsed 
into the shallow chair beside the table 
and relaxed his head against the 
threadbare dent In the upholstery. 

"Whoops, home was never 1lk» 
this!" ' 

"Is hint tired?" 

"Dead." 

"Smoke?" 

"Vep." 

"There." 

"Ah!" 

"Now him all comfy and J go Ax 
poor, tired, bad boy him din-din."' 

More native than mother tongue Is 
mother's tongue. Whom women love 

♦ hey would flrst destroy with gibber- 
ish. To Mr. Mlchelsnn's linguistic 
credit, however, he shifted in his 
chair in unease. 

"What did you, say?” • 

"What him want for din-din?” 

He filing one tvg atop • rb* Dlhef, 
•lumping* <Wprr tx> the -Uittiip* of his 
Hiblr. • , - 

• •Dhmet-V • • 

"Yes, dfli-dln." 

"Say, those were swell ch'ickeii liv- 
er* smothered- Irl onlonii you served 
Hie other night, htadnm. Believe me, 
those were some liveral" 
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AHMS OlITf 

No, reader, romance is not dead. On 
the contrary, he has survived the 
frock coat and learned to chew a 
clove. 

A radiance as soft as the glow from 
a pink-shaded lamp flowed over Mme. 
Moore's face, i 

"JjJve.r* him going, to have , and. .bis- 
citjts piacl* in my own iltsle blttsle 
oven. Eh?" 

"Swell'!" 

•She divested -herself of her wraps, 
fluffing her mahogany colored hair 
where the hat had restricted it, light- 
ed a tiny stove off in the tiny kitchen- 
ette and enveloped herself in a blue 
bib-top apron. Her movements were 
short and full of caprice and when 
she set the table, brushing his chair 
as she passed . and repassed, lights 
came out In her eyes when she dared 
raise her lids to show them. 

They dined by- the concealed fire- 
place and from off a table that could 
fold Its legs under like Aladdin's. 
Eufnes of well made coffee rose as In- 
gratiating as the perfume of a love 
story. Mr. Mlcheison dropped a lump 
of butter Into the fluffy heart of a 
biscuit and clapped the halve* to- 
gether. 

"Borne biscuits!" 

"Bad boy, stop. Jollying." 

"Say, If I'd teli you the truth about 
what I think of these biscuits you'd 
say I was writing a street car adver- 
tisement for baking powder. Bay, this 
In some cup custard.” 

"More?" 

"Full to my eyebrows." 

He lighted a cigarette and they 
settled hack In after-dinner complete- 
ness, their dessert plates pushed well 
toward the center of the table and 
their senses quiet. She pleated the 
edge of her napkin and watched him. 
blow leisurely spirals of smoke to the 
celling ?" 

"What you' thinking about, rhon- . 

t\*v . : 1 ' 1 ' " " " ‘ 

’"Honest?" 

"If 1 was thinking at all I was just 
sizing it up as pretty soft for a fellow 
like me to gel thl? sort of stand-in 
with — with my boss. Gawd, me and 
l»u Ghss used to love each olli'-r like 
snakes." , 
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else in her lo make (lie world treui 
her Huy different than a model." 

"I'm "ot saying she ain't a good 
thirty-six, Phonxle." 

"Keep down your liips and waist- 
line. ilerl. I always say to her. and 
you are good in l lie business for ten 
yearn yet." 

".She should worry while the crop 
of four-earnta ia good." 

"Vea, lint just the same a girl like 
her don't know when her lark may 
turn. A girl rail lose her luck some- 
linns lii'lore she loses her figure.” 

"Any old lime she ran lose her lurk 
with you." 


"" neieiniiai open snirt w.iists and open 

Him muddled his movements, made to street ear bloomed, even ns the dla- 
eross to her shir where she lay with lant larkspur in the distant field. M 
her arms outstretched in the fuddle of 6 o'clock with darkness came a ap.r- 
dishes, made lo touch her black silk terlng of rain, heavy single drops 

* eeve where it emerged from the blue that fell each with its splotch, exud- 
■ hecked apron, hesitated, sucking his |„g from the asphalt the warming 

IPs In between his teeth, swung on smell of thaw. Then came wind, right 
, «hen around once more, and high-tempered, too, slanting the rain 

l. aeed his hand lightly ,.n her nn d scudding It and blowing pedes- 

* '"Madam*" ’ rian *' ■ k,rl8 f «™*rd and their um- 

M brellas Inside-outward. Mr. Alphonse 

"Vou— you Just g.1 on, I'lionzle. ]— Allchelson fitted Ills hand like a visor 
I guess I'm mii old fool, anyways It's over his eyes and peered out Into the 
like li. wig lo squeeze blood out of a wet dusk. Lights gleamed and were 
turnip for me lo try and squeeze reflected in lha dark pool of raln- 
Hiiythlng but woi k out of my life. swept asphalt. Passers-by hurried 
1—1 guess I'm Just noThing hut an for shelter and bent Into the wind. 

0,d f0 °'" ,n Mine. Moores' establishment, en- 

"Hut. ma nut in. how can a fellow # larged during Ihe twelve-month to 
like me squeeze anything out of life twice Its floor spuce, the business day 
for you? Look at me! Why. 1 ain't waned and died; in the workrooms ti<„ 
worthy our house 
but a fellow 
off u woman, 

Why 


At me. -Moores liciil over the pleats 
In her u.ipkiu. opposite her. his Hg- 
«• retie held fastidiously aloft, lie re- 
garded her through its haze. 

"Well of all tilings! So that that's 
what you think?" 

"I— I know." 

"Know what?" 

"That she's dead strong for you." 

".Sure she is. hut what's tlijit got to 
d» with It? That girl's liki — well, 
slw s like u sister or — or a pal lo me. 
bin slit's got about as much time for 
a fellow of my pace, except when she 
gels blue, as as the Queen of Sheba 
lias." 

"That's what you think, maybe, but 
everybody else knows she — she's been 

hftey you for years trying " 

•JjAvv. cut lit* comgdy. madam. Hon- 
est. you make me sore. She's nothing 
lo me. off the floor hut a darn -good 
pal. Say, 1 can treat her to a 60-cent 
table d'hote twice a week, but don’t 
you think In the back of my head 
when it comes to a showdown that 1 
couldn't even buy silk shoe-laces for 
a girl of her kind. 1 ain't her pace 
and we both know It. Bosh!" 

"You'd like to he all right if— If 
she dtdn'i have so many rich ones 
hanging around." 

"Just the same, many's the time 
shea told me if she could land a regu- 
lar fellow and do the regular thins 


room. I'm nothing whir of machines sank I 
who draws Ills salary maw of darkness; In th 
and lias all his life. the shower lights, all 
you make as much in a cluster, blinked out. Alpl 

week as I do In a mouth." son slid Into a tun, rul 

"What's that got to do with It?" turning up the collar a 

"Look, you wfth u home you made across the flap, then fell 
for yourself and u business you built thlcknap carpet, 
up out of your own brains, and what From a mauve-colon 
am I? A ballroom guy that can put booth emerged Miss Get 

a bluff .across w ith a lot of idiou Hushed from bad service 

women. Look at me. forty and doing air. 
a chorus man's work. You got me 
wrong, madam. I don't measure no- . 
wheies near up to you. If 1 did. do 
you think I wouldn't hq settled down 
long ago like a regular — aw, well,, 
what's the use talking.'' 

He plucked at Ills short mustache, 
pulling the hairs sharply. 

She raised her fare and let him 
gaze al the rax ages of her tears. 

"Why — why don't you come light 
out and say It, that 1 ain't got the 
looks and — Ihe pep?" 

"Madam, can't you see I'm only " 

"You — you can't run yourself down 
to me. You and nobody else has 
made the establishment what It l». 

I never hud a head for the little 
things that count. That's why I 
spent my liesl > cars down In 23d 
street. What did 1 know about 
the big little things'.— the carriage- 
call stunt and the sachet-bags In 
the lining and the bllie and gold la- 
bels. all Utile things that get big te- 
at 1 say. suits. 1 never had a head for the 
things that hold (lie rich tra'de, like ' 
she's cried the walking models, or the French . 
because the kind accent.” 

"You got Ihe head for the big 
things, and that's what counts." 

"I mean It." 

"That's why. when you aay you 
can't line up alongside of me. it's no 
exons#.'* 

'"Just because I got r head for de- 
signing doesn't make me a nine-day 
wonder. Why don't you — you come 
right out and say what you mean, 

Phonzle?" 

"Why, I — 1 don't even know how to 
talk to a woman like you, madam — 

La-l-a glrle have always been my pace 
and— — ” ” 

" ‘T kn'pw. Phonal*. and. I— X ain't, 
blamin' ~.Y?u. A, sliok- looking fellow 
like you v'fn skylark . around -as. he • 
pleases and don't need to havw time . 
for-- (lie overworked, llred-out one* , 
like me." * 

"Madam, I never dreamed " 

"Dreamed! Phonzle, 1 — I’ve got no 
shame If 1 tell you, but, God, how 
many nights 1 — I've Jain here on this 
couch dreaming of — of—" 

••Well?" 

"Of you and me. Phonzle, hitting It 
off together." 

•Madam!" 

Her head burrowed deeper in her 
arms, her voice muffled in their depth. 

' Madam!" 

"How many times I've dreamed, 

Phonzle. You and me, real partners 
in the business and — and In every- 
th* thing. Us In a little home together, 
one of the fix e-room flats down on 
the next floor, w Ith a life-size kitchen 
and a life-size dining room and — and 
a life-size — aw, Phonzle, you — you'll 
think I'm crazy." 

"Madam, why madam, 1 Just don't 
know.” 

"Them's the dreams a silly old thing 
like me, that never had nothing but 
xvork and — and nothing else in her 
life, can lay right here on this couch, 
night after night, and— Gawd, I— 1 
bet you think I- I'm Just crazy, 

Phonxle." 

.. ... ... TfKIfDRRfCK FISH, the employers' 

For answer he leaned over and took 1 representative in the recent In- 
ker small figure >n his arm,, wiping dll . lT ,., conference, said in col.dem- 
away. with his sheer untried Jiandher- nation of cerlaill wiahevlaiic 
chief the tears; but fresh ones sash- leaders; ' ' 

syed down her face apd flowed oyer "A^ittle knowledge is a dai.g-Vop’s 
h* r • 1 liilng».*nd Ihe trouble will. IHfse lile'n 

"flionzie. tell me. you do you—, la .that .they've got a IINie ‘knowfedg,; 

think ^ , Just a little, you know. " •* 

lie iteld her closer. • 'They're l|ke the cUy lail wlio, after 

' Sore, madam. I do." * v,B, . t to h, f l " ,r ' e s f *' m l " ro 

' „ , , try, refused to have, an} thing in, >r«. 

On the wings of a twelve-month , Io * | th mllk . 

spring had come around again and \No, thinks.' he sa.ld. '.None of 1 hat 

the lasle of summer was like poppy r„, | know all about the stuff 

leaves bilwreu the teeili. and the now. It's nothing but chewed grass.'" 


"Whew!" 

"Get Iter?" , ,x 

"Sure I got her. Is \t such » atone 
to get an address from a customer?", 
"Good!" jt 

"1 says to her, I says. 'I seen It 
standing on the aldexvalk next to 
your French maid and 1 wanted to buy 
one like It for my little niece. 

"Can we get It tonight?" 

'•Yes, Oh. proud papa. But listen; I 
wrote It down 'Hlnshaw, 2227 (.'asset 
street, Brooklyn.' " 

"Brooklyn!" 

"Yes, two blocks from Ihe bridge, 
and for a hen-pecked husband you got 
a large fat Job on your hand* If you 
want to make another getaway to- 
night. This man Hinshaxv shows 'em 
right In his house," 

"Brooklyn of all places!" 
"Rlght-oh!" 

He snapped his Ungers In a series of 
tspid clicks. 

“Ain't that the limit?" if I'd only 
mentioned It to you this afternoon 
earlier, we could have been over and 
back by now." 

"Walt until Monday, then, Phonzle. ' 
"Yes. but you ought to have heard 
her this morning, Gert; It's not often 
she get, her heart so set. Tomorroxv 
helng Sunday, all of a sudden she gets 
a wishing for ope of the glass-top 
ones like she's seen around In -the 
parks, to take him out In for Ilia 
flrst time. 

"Oh I'm game. I'll go. but can 
beat It! A trip to Brooklyn when T, 
got a friend from Carton City wall- 
ing at his hotel to buy out Rector's 
for me tonight." . 

"You go on with, him, Oert. Whai'e 
the use you dragging over tlfeH>; fd„. 
now that you gftt-th* gddrdhe fdf- m«? 

, ?. r , Would mentioned It rti' 

cofaMri-t" k 4,'e, ,f *’* hav8-k " r * , «'" J«i»‘ 
«*otnart t Juki go buy the 'vihd 'ihe 1 

wants in any department s(ore. : i'll 

go over there alone. Gert;" • 

"Yes. and get slung on the shape 

and the hood and all. I bought Just 

an ordinary one for my little, aie.-e 

once, and you got lo get them sl.nl- 

low. Anyways. I'm going t b chip In 

half on this. I want to ger the 1 i 1 1 let 

devil something, anyways." 

"Aw. no, Gert, this is my surprise. " 

I guess I can chip In on a present 
for the kid's month-old birthday." 

"Well, then, say I meet you In the 
S«lh street subway at seven, so we 
nstu catch a Brooklyn express and 
make It over In thirty 

minutes." 

"Yes." 

"But It's raining, Gert. Look eut. 
honest, I don't like to ask you lo 
break your date to hike over there in 
the rain with 'me." 

"Raining! Aw, then let s cut It. 
Phonzle. 1 got a jiew marcel and a 
cold on my chest that weighs a ton. 
She can’t roll It on r wet Sunday; 
nohow.” 

"Paper says clear and warmer to- 
morrow; Gert: but. honest, you don't 
need to go.” 

i To be Concluded Xext Sunil**.) 


at futility of younKPters 
would make your head 

"Sure, that's Just w 
ahe " 

"Many's the time she 
•to me— Just cried, 
of life she lias to live don’t lead to 
anything and she knows it." 

"I ain't blaming you for liking her. 
Phonzle; a girl with her figure can 
make an old dub like me look like— 
xvell, I Just guess after her I— X must 
look like thirty cents to vpu." 

"You! Say, you got Tiore real 
sense In your little finger than three 
or Gert'a kind put together." 

She colored like a wild rose. 

"Sense ain't what counts with the 
men nowadays; it's looks and— and 
speed like Gert’a." 

"Girls like Gert nt all right, i tell 
WM *“>'• wh en it comes to real 
brains .'11,1# yours— nobody home." 

/'Maybe not, but Just' lh* same ) j> 
Hie girls, with sense get tired' having 
the men rave about their smartness 
and. pass on, to go rushing after an 
empty head completely smothered un- 
der yellow curls. That’s how much 
real brains counts for with— with you 
men." 

Me flung her a gesture, his cigarette 
trailing a design In smoke. 

"Honest, madam, you got me wrong 
there. A fellow like me ain't got the 
nerve lo— to go after a woman like 
you. A girl like Do Do or Gert Is my 
size, but I'd be a swell dub trying 
lo line up alongside of 'you, now 
wouldn't I?" 

Tears that were distilled in her 
heart rose to her eyes, dimming them. 
Her hand fluttered in 
plates and cups and sa 
him. 

"Phonxle, I — I " 

"You what?" 

"I — I — aw, nothing.” 

Her head fell suddenly forward In 
her arms, pushing the elaborate coif- 
fure awry, and beneath the blue 
checked apron her shoulders heaved. 

lie rose. 

"Madam! Why, madam, what " 

"Don't — don't pay any attention to 
me, Phonxle, I — I just got a silly fit 
on me. I'll be all right in a minute." 

"Aw, madam, 1 — I . didn't mean- lo 
make you sore by anything 1 said." 

"You go now, Phonzle; the whole 
evening don't need to be spoiled for 
you Just because I went and got a 
ailly. flt of blues on. You — you. go-get. 
,«ouie,Uve one like. Qert.aind-^and take 
her out eky larking." 

"You're aore about Gert, is that. II. 
madam?" 

"No, no. Honest, riipnzie." 

"Madam. I — I Just don't know what's 
got you. Is It something.! said Jvae 
Imrt your feelings'!" 

"No. HO." 


E MEATS, MADE TO CROSS TO HER SIDE, 
STRETCHED. 


"I— I ain't your boss, Phonxle — don't 
I give you the run of everything — 
hiring— the models and »UY’ 

"Sure you're my boss, and It's pretty 
soft for me.” - 

"And 1- was just thinking, Phonxle, 
that It's pretty soft for me to have 
found a-.ltflow like you to manage 
things formic. '• •* » ' '■ ' 

"Shucks!" 

"Without you, so used to the ways 
of the avenue and all that kind of 
thing, where would I be now, trying 
•to run In the right kind of bluff with 
Ihe trade?” 

"You ought to see the way we 
handled them when I was on the floor 
for Du Gass. Say, we wronldn't touch 
a peignoir In that establishment for 
under two hundred and fifty and — we 
had 'em coming In there like sheep. 
The Riverside Drive trade la nothing, 
madam, compared to what we could 
do down there with the avenue busi- 
ness." 

"You sure know how to handle the 
lorgnette bunch. Phonzle." 

"Is it any wonder, being In the busi- 
ness twenty years?" 

"Twenty years — why, Phonzle, you — 
you don't look much more than twen- 
ty yourself.” 

He laughed, shifting one knee lo the 
other. 

"That's because you can't see that 
my eyeteeth arc gold, madam." 

"You're so light on your feel. Phon- 
zle. and slick." 

"To look twenty and feel your forty 
years ain't xvliat IPs cracked up to be. 
If I had a home of my own, you know 
what I'd buy Ural — a pair if carpet 
slippers and a patent rocker." P 

"I bet you mean tt, too, Phonzle." 

"Sure 1 mean It! flow'd you like lo 
go through life like me. trying to 
keep the kink Ironed In my hulr and 
out of my back or lose my Job at Ihe 
only, kind of work I'm good for. It's 
like trying to live with a grin frozen 
on your 'face so you can't . lose your 
mouth." 

"I — I Just can't get over It. Pliouktc. 

• you forty! You live yeara older than 
me and me afraid — thinking all along 
it was Just Ihe other way." 

"I had already sheil my milk teeth 
before you were- born, mailaiu." 
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rorRE nice boy. Phonsle. 

V# and a proud father, but you 
I can’t upend my money for 
me. What you bet I get 10 
per cent off for cash? Hubway at seven 
1'U be there.” 

“I may be a bit late. Gert. She 
ain’t so strong yet and after last 
night I don’t want to get her nerv- 
osa." 

"I told you she’d be »ore at me for 
taking you to the Rita ball last 
night, and God knows It wasn’t no 
pleasure In my life to go model hunt- 
ing with you. when I might have been 
Joyriding with my friend from Car- 
son City.” / 

“It’s Just because she ain’t herself 
yet. I’m off. Cert. Till seven In the 
subway!” ( 

"Yes. till seven!" J 
When Mr. Alphonse Michclson un- 
locked the door of his second-lloor. 
five-room upartment a lamp softly 
burning through a yellow silk lamp- 
shade met him with the soft radiance 
of home. Beside the door he di- 
vested himself of his rain-spotted 
mackintosh. Inserted his dripping 
umbrella In a tall china stand, shook 
a little rivulet from his hat and 
hung It on a pair of wall antlers. 
“That you. Phonsler 
"Tes. hon. It’s me.” 

••Bh-h-h-h!” 

tie tiptoed down the aisle of hall- 
way and Into the poft-llghted front 
room. Prom a mound of pillows and 
aleepy from their luxury Millie Moores 
rose to his approach, her forefinger 
placed across her Ups and a pale mist 
of dhllTon falling backward from her 
arms. 

What , a masseuse la LovOl The 
lines had faded from Millie's face and 
In thslr place the grace of tender- 
ness and a roundness where the chin 
had softened. Tears had folded back 
like petals, revealing the heart and 
the unwlthered bosom of her. 

He kissed her, pressing the Anger 
of warning closer against her llpe, 
and ahe patted a place for him on 
the Mexican afghan beside her. 
•■Phonxle!” 

“How you fe#lln\ honT” 

"Strong! If It ain't raining tomor- 
row I'm going to take him out If I 
have to carry him In my arms. Say. 
wouldn’t I like to feel myself rolling 
him In one of them white-enamel, 
glass-top things like Van Ness hoe 
for her last one. Ida May tried three 
places to get one for us.” 

“They're made special.” 

“All my lire I've wanted to feel my- 
self wheeling him, Phonsle. I used to 
'dream myself doing It In the old place 
down on 23d street, when I used to 
sit at the sewing table from 8 until 8. 
Oes! I — honest, I Just can't wait to 
see If the sun Is shining tomorrow.” 

He kissed her again on the back 
Of each Anger and she let her hand, 
pale and rather inert, rest on his hair. 
"Is my .boy hungry for hla dlndln?” 
"Gee. yea! The noon appointments 
came bo thick I had to Ben# Addle 
out to bring me a bite.” 

“What kind of a day?” 

"Everything smooth but ths de- 
signing room. Oort done her 6esfc 
but they don't take hold without 
’-you. hon. They can't oven get In 
.their heads that gold charmeuse Idea 
Oort and I swlpod at tho Rlts last 
‘ Bight.” 

“Did you toll them I’ll be back on the 
Job next week. Phonsle ?” 

"Nothing doing. You're going to 
stay right here, snug In your rug, 
another two weeks” 

"Rave on, hon, but I got the nurae 
engaged for Monday. How's the Van 
Norder wedding dress coming?*' 
"Oreat! That box train you drew 
up will Aoat down the aisle after her 
like a white cobweb. It's a knock- 
out.” 

“Bay, won't I be glad to get back in 
harness !” 

"You got to take It slow. Mil." 

A bell tinkled. In the frame of a 
double doorway a seventeen -year-old 
maid drew back the portieres on 
brass rings that grated. In the room 
adjoining and beneath a lighted dome 
of colored glass a table lay spread, 
two uncovered dishes exuding f ra- 
ff rant spirals of steam. 

“Supper! Say, ain't It great to have 
you back at the table again. MIIT’ 
“Oh. I don't know, the way — the 
way you went hiking off last night 
to — to a ball.” 

“Aw, now, hon. ain't you got that 
out of your system yet? For a girlie 
with all your good sense. If you ain’t 
the greatest little one to get a allly 
glx and work It to death.*' 

“I Just made a civil remark.'' 

"What was the use wasting that ten. 
dollar pair of tickets the guy from 
Carson City gave her. when we could 
use them and get some tips on some 
•f the Imports the women wore?’ 

"I never said to waste them.” 

“Ton know It don't hurt to got 
around and see what's being worn, 
bon. That's our business.” 

Tsars of weaknooa wolled to hor 
eyes and she stopped over her plate 
to concent them. 

“Tin not saying anything, am IT 


Only — only It's right lucky she can 
All my place so— »o well while I — I 
got to be away a while.” 

Her barbed comment only pricked 
him to happy thought. He made a 
quick foray Into his side pocket. 

"I brought up one of these pink 
velvet roses for you to look at. Mil. 
It's (Serfs Idea to festoon these un- 
derneath the net tunic on McGrath's 
blue taffeta. See. like that. It’s a neat 
little idea, hon, and Oert had these 
rosee made up In shaded effects like 
this one. How you like It?” 

The tiny bud lay on the table be- 
tween them, nor did she take It up. 

"All right." 

He leaned to pat her cheek. 

"These are swell potatoes, hon." 

Her lips warmed and opened. 

"I — I told her how to make ’em." 

“Give me some more?” 

.She In turn leaned to press his hand. 

"Such a hungry boy." 

"Can I take a peek at the kid be- 
fore ” 

"Aw, Phonsle, and wake him up 
like you did last night. He'll sleep 
straight through now till 12:30; that's 
why 1 didn’t even tiptoe back In the 
bedroom myself. The doctor says the 
Arst half of the night Is his best 
sleep; let him sleep till 12:30, dear." 

"Aw, Just one peek before I go." 

"Before you what?" 

"I grot to go out for a little while 
tonight, hon. On business." 

"Where?" 

"Slews. I got to meet him In the 
subway at 7 and go to ths Brook- 
lyn shops with him to look over those 
ventilators I’m having put In the flt- 
tlng rooms." 

Bhe laid down her fork. 

"I thought you eald he was In Bt. 
Louie?" 

"He got back." 

"Oh" 

"You lay down In the front room 
and read tIU I get back. hon. and 
maybe — maybe I’ll bring you a sur- 
prise." 

The meal continued In silence, but 
after a few seconds her throat seemed 
to dose and she discarded the pre- 
tense of eating. 

"Now don’t you get sore. Mil; you 
never used to be like this It's just 
because you're not right strong yet." 

"I ain't — ain't Bore." 

‘‘Yqm are. You got foollah ideas In 
your head. Mil." 

"Why should I have an IdeaT I 
guess I’m getting all that’s coming to 
me for — for foiclng things.” 

"Now, Mil, I bet anything you're still 
feeling sore about last night, aren't 
youT' 

•<ore? It ain't my business. Phon- 
zle, If you can stay out till 1 o'clock 
one night and the next want to begin 
the same thing over again.” 

"We had to stick around last night. 
Bill. Oert was drawing off the models 
under her handkerchief and on the 
dance program. That's how we got 
the yellow charmeuse, Just by keeping 
after it and drawing It llue for line." 

"I know, I know." 

“Then give me a kiss and when I 
come back maybe — maybe I'll bring 
7w*i a surprise up my sleeve, hon." 

Bhe sat beside her cold meal, tears 
car* tolling her eyes like blown grit. 

”ft‘a like I told you this morning, 
Phonsle; when you get tired, all you 
got to do Is remember I got the new 
trunk standing right behind the cre- 
tonne curtains and I can pack my 
duds any day In the week and And a 
welcome over at — at Ida Slay's.” 

"Mil, ain't you ashamed!” 

"Why. I could pack up and — and And 
a welcome there right tonight. If the 
kid wasn't too little for the night air." 

"Mil, honest. I — I Just don't know 
what to make of you. I — I've Juat lost 
my nerve about going now.” 

"I'm not going to be the one to say 
slay.” 

With his coat unhooked from the 
antlers and Aung across his arm, he 
stood contemplating, a furrow of per- 
plexity between his eyes 

“If I — I hadn't promised ” 

"You go. I guess It won't be the 
last evening I spend alone.” 

"Tes It will, hon.” 

“I know, I know.” 

Hs buttoned his .coat and stooped 
over her, the smell of damp exuding 
from his coat. 

'■Juet you lay down In the front room 
till I get back. Mil. Here, read some 
of these new fashion books I brought 
home. I'll be back early, hon, and 
maybe wake you and the kid up with 
— with a surprise." 

"Quit!" 

“Just a French kiss, hon." 

She raised a cold face. He tilted 

her head backward and pressed his Ups 
to hers, then went out, closing the door 
lightly behind him. 

For a breathing space she remained 
where he had left her, with her Ups 
held In between her teeth and the sob- 
bing breath fluttering In her throat. 
The pink rose lay on the table, its beau- 
tiful silk velvet leaves concealing Its 
cotton heart. She regarded It through 
a hot blur of tears that stung her eye- 
balls. Her throat grew tighter. Sudden- 
ly she sprang to her feet and to the 
hallway. A full length coat hung from 


the antlers and a Atony scarf, carelessly 
flung. She slid Into the coat, cramming 
the sleeves of her neglige In at the 
shoulders, wrapping the scarf about her 
head and knotting It at the throat in a 
hysteria of sudden decision.- Then down 
the flight of stairs, her knees trembling 
as she ran. When she ren 'led the bub- 
bly sidewalk, cool rain alan. rt In her 
face. 8he gathered her strength and 
plunged against It. 

At the comer. In the white flare of 
nn nrc light, chin sunk on his chest 
against the onslaught of rain. Alphonse 
Michelson stepped across the shining sea 
of asphalt. Hhe broke into a run, the 
uneven careen of the weak, keeping to 
the shadow of the buildings; doubling 
her pace. 

When he reached the hooded descent 
to the subway she was almost In his 
shadow; then cautiously after him 
down the Iron stairs, and when he 
paused to buy his ticket he might 
havetouched her as she held herself 
taut againat the wall and out of hla 
vision. A passer-by glanced back at 
her twice. From the last landing of 
the stairway and leaning across the 
balustrade, she could follow him now 
with her eyes, through the Iron gate- 
way and on to the station platform. 

From behind a pillar, a hen pheas- 
ant's tall In her hat raising her 
above the crowd, her shoulders rain- 
spotted and a dripping umbrella held 
well away from her, emerged Gertie 
Dobrlner, a reproach In her expres- 
sion, but meeting him with a panto- 
mime of laughs and sallies. A tangle 
of passengers dosed them In. A train 
wild with speed tore Into the station, 
grinding to a atop on shrieking 
wheels. A second later It tore out 
again, leaving the platform empty. 

Then Mme. Moores turned her face 
to the rain-swept street and retraced 
her steps, except that a vertigo fud- 
dled her progress and twice she 
swayed. When she climbed the stair- 
case to her apartment she was obliged 
to rest midway, sitting huddled 
against the banister, her soaked scarf 
fallen backward across her shoulders. 
Bhe unlatched her door carefully, to 
save the squeak and to avoid ths 
small maid who sang over and above 
the clatter of her dishes. The yellow 
lamp diffused its quiet light the length 
of the hallway and she tottered down 
and Into the bedroom at the far end. 

A night lamp burned beside a bassi- 
nette that might have been lined with 
the breast feathers of a dove, so 
downy was It. An Imltatlon-lvory 
clock ticked among a litter of Imlta- 
tlon-lvory dresser flttlngs. On ths 
edge of the bed, and with no thought 
for Its Ifccy coverlet, she sat down 
heavily, her wet coat dragging It 
awry. An hour ticked past. The 
maid completed her tasks, announced 
her departure and tiptoed out to meet 
an appointment with a gas-fltter'a as- 
sistant In the lower rear hall. 

After a while Mme. Moores fell to 
crying, but In long wheezes that came 
from her throat, dry. The child In 
the crib uncurled a email pink flat and 
opened his eyea, but with the gloss of 
sleep etlll serose them and not forfeit- 
ing hla dream. Still another hour and 
she rose, groping her way behind a 
chintz curtain at the far end of the 
room; fell to scattering and reassem- 
bling the contents of a trunk, stack- 
ing together her own garments and 
the tiny garments of a tiny white 
layette. 

Toward midnight she fell to crying 
again beside the crib, and In audible 
Jerks and moans that racked her. The 
child stirred. Cramming her handker- 
chief against her Ups, she faltered 
down the hallway. In the front room 
and on the pillowed couch she col- 
lapsed weakly, eyes closed and her 
grief-crumpled face turned toward the 
door. 

On the ground floor of a dim house 
In a dim street, which, by the con- 
trivance of Its occupants, had been 
converted from Its original role of 
dark and sinister dining room to 
wareroom for a dozen or more peram- 
bulators on high, rubber-tired wheels. 
Alphonse Mlchetsoa and Gertie Do- 
brlner stood In conference with a 
dark wrapped flgure. her blue-check- 
ed apron wound muff fashion about 
her hands. 

Miss Dobrlner tapped a Anger 
against her too red lips. 

"8eventy dollars net for a baby 
carriage!” 

“Yea’at. and a bargain nt that. If 
he was home he'd show you the books 
hisself and the prices we get." 

"Seventy dollars for a baby car- 
riage! For that. Phonxle, you can 
buy the kid a taxi.” 

In a sot to voce and with a flow 
of red euffuelng his face, Alphonse 
Michelson turned to Gertie Dobrlner, 
hie hand curved blinker fashion to 
Inclose his words. 

“For goodness sake, cut the hag- 
gling. Oert. If this here white en- 
amel la the carriage we went, let's 
take It and hike. I got te get home.” 

Mine Dobrlner drew up her back 
to a feline arch. 

“The gentleman says we'll take It 
for alxty-flve, spot cash.” 

"My husband's great for one pries. 


madam. We don’t cater to none but 
private trade and " 

"Sure you don’t. If we could have 
got one of these glass-top carriages 
in a department store we wouldn’t be 
swimming over here to Brooklyn 
Just to try out our stroke." 

’’Mrs. Van Nras. who sent you here, 
knows the kind of goods we turn out. 
She says she’s going to give us sn 
order for a twin buggy yet some of 
those days. If the four hundred be- 
lieved in babies like the four million 
wo’d have a plant all over Brooklyn. 
Only my husband won't spread, he — 
he " 

Mr. Michelson waved aside the Im- 
pending recitation with a sweep of 
his hand. 

”Is this the one you like. Cert?” 

"yes, with the folding top. Say. 
don't I want to see madam's face when 
she sees It. And. say, won't the kid 
be a scream, Pbonzle, all nestled up In 
there like a honey bunch?" 

He slid his hand luto his pocket, 
withdrawing a leather folder. 

"Here, we’ll take this one with the 
folding top, but get us a fresh one 
out of stock.” 

“We'll make you this carriage up, 
elr. Just as you see It now." 

’’Make It up! We've got to have It 
now. Tonight!” 

"But, sir, ws only got these sam- 
ples made up to show.” 

"Then we got to buy the sample.” 

"Xo, no, ray husband ain't home and 
I — I can't sell the sample, we 

"But I tell you we got to have It 
tonight. Tomorrow's Sunday and the 
lady who " 

"No. no, with my husband not here. 
I can’t let go no sample. As a special 
favor, air, we'll make you one up In a 

week." 

Miss Dobrlner stooped forward, her 
eyea narrow as silts. 

"Seventy-Ave, spot down." 

Indecision vanished as rags before 
Abracadabra. 

"We make It a rule not to sell our 
samples, but *' 

"That carriage lias got to be deliv- 
ered st my house tonight before 10 ." 

"Sir, that can’t go out tonight It's 
got to be packed special and sent over 
on s flat-top dray. These carriages 
got to be packed like they was babies 
themselves.” 

"Can you beat that for luck!" He 
inserted two flngera In his tall collar 
as If It choked him. "Can you beat 
that!" 

“The Arst thing Monday mornlnff, 
nlr. as a special favor, but that car- 
riage can't go out tonight. We got 
one man does nothing but pack them 
for delivery." 

He plunged his hands Into his pock- 
ets and paced the narrow aisle down 
the center of the room. 

"We got to get that carriage over 
there tonight if — If we have to wheel 
It over!” 

Mlse Dobrlner clapped her hands In 
an ecstasy of Inspiration. 

"Good! We'll wheel It home. We 
can make It by midnight, what you 
bet?” 

He turned upon her. but with a ray 
In hie eyes. 

"Say, Oert, that ain’t each a worse 
idea, hut ” 

"No bull. The night Is young, and 
I know a follow used to walk from 
the Bronx to Brooklyn with his girl 
every Sunday." 

"Sure! What’s an eight-mile walk 
on a spring night like this? It’s all 
cleared up and slopped raining. Only, 
gee, I— I hate to be getting home all 
hours again.” 

She flipped him a gesture. 

"Say. It's not my surprise party 
you're giving." 

"It's not that, Oert, only I don't 
want to keep her waiting until she 
gets sore enough to have the edge 
taken off the surprise when It does 
come." , 

"Say, suit yourself. It's not my kid 
I'm going to wheel out tomorrow. I 
should worry." 

"I'll do It.” 

"You're not doing me a favor. With 
my cold and my marcel, a three-hour 
walk ain't the one thing In life I'm 
craving." 

“I'll roll It over the bridge end be 
home by 12 eaey. You take the sub- 
way, Oert; It’e too big a trot for 

you." 

"Nix! I don't etart anything I can’t 
finish." 

Bhe cocked her hat to a forward 
angle, so that ths hen pheasant’s tall 
swung rakishly over her face, took an 
Hellenic stride through the aisle of 
perambulators, flung her arms across 
her bosem In an attitude of extrava- 
gansa, then tossed off a military sa- 
lute. 

"Ready, march!” 

"You're e peach. Gert." . 

'Tve tried pretty near everything 
In my life; why not wheel another 
fellow’s beby carriage for another 
fellow's wife’s baby across Brooklyn 
bridge st midnight? Whoops! why 
notr 

"We’re off, then, Oert." 

“Forward march!” 

"Forward march!" 

• • . '■ •J •. 


“Keep your eye on the steering 
wheel. Phonxle, and remember, leu 
miles Is speed limit on the bridge. 
One. two, three! Gawd. If my friend 
from Carson City could only see me 
now!" 

Out on the drying sidewalk they 
leaned lo each other, aud the duet of 
their merriment ran abend of them 
down the meager street and found out 
Us dark corners. 

"Honest, Phonxle. won't the girls 
Just bust when they hear of this?" 

"And Mil, poor old girl, she's right 
weak and full of nerves now, but 
she’ll laugh loudest of all when she 
knows why I went with Slews.” 

’’Yes. Hhe can laugh loudest of 
all.” 

"What?" 

"Come on. or we won’t get home 
until morning." 

And on the crest of her Insouciance 
she thrust out her arm. giving the 
shining white perambulator a run- 
ning push from the rear, so that It 
went rolling lightly from her, and 
with a perfect gear actlou down the 
alight Incline of sidewalk. They were 
after It at a bound, light-heeled and 
full of laughter. 

"Whoops, my dear!" 

"Whoa!" 

At a turn in the dark street the 
lights of the bridge flashed suddenly 
upon them, swung In high festoons 
across an Inflnltude of night. Above, 
a few majestic stare, new coined, 
gleamed In a clear sky. 

"What do you bet that with me at 
the wheel we can dear the bridge in 
thirty minutes, Phonsler' 

‘Bure, we can; but here, let me 
shove." 

Bhe elbowed him aside, the banter 
gone suddenly from her voice. 

"No. let me." 

Bhe fell to pushing It silently along. 
8tara came out In her eyes. He ad- 
vanced to her pace, making his stride 
to hers, fancies like colored beads 
slipping along the slender thread of 
his thoughts. 

"Swell sight, ain’t it. Gert. the har- 
bor lights so bright and the eky so 

deep?" 

Silence. 

"Seeing so much sky all at once re- 
minds me, Oert. You know about that 
midnight blue satin Herts had ths 
braes to dump back on us because 
the skirt was too tight. Huhr* 

Her eyea were far and away. 

"Hull, whatta you know about that, 
Gertr* 

Her hands, gripped around the han- 
dle-bars, were full of nerves; ahe 
could feel them Jumping In her palm. 

"Huh, Gert?" 

“What you say, Phonsle?" 

"All right, don't answer. Moon all 
you like for my part.” And he fell to 
whistling as he strode beside her, hie 
eyes on the light-spangled outline of 
the city. 

At 12 o'clock the lights In the lower 
hall of the uptown apartment house 
had been extinguished. All but one, 
which burned like a tired eye beneath 
the ornate staircase. The misty quiet 
of midnight, which Is as heavy ha a 
veil, hung In the corridors. Miss Ger- 
tie Bobrloer entered first, and hold- 
ing wide the door between them. Al- 
phonse Michelson at the front wheels, 
they tilted the white carriage up the 
narrow staircase, their whispers float- 
ing through the gloom. 

"Easy there, Phonsle!" 

"There!” 

"Watch out!" 

"Whew, that was a cloee shave!" 

"Here, let me unlock the door. 
Bb-h-h!" 

"Don’t go, Oert. Come on ' In and 
after the big show. I'll send you home 
In a cab." , . , 

"Nix! After a , three-hour ( walk, a 
street car ^rlll lppk good eppugh to 

me " i' 1. ", , { i j , 

"Well, then, come on ln^ Just a min- 
ute, Oert. I want you to see ths fun. 
What you bet she’s asleep In the front 
room, sore as thunder, too. Ws’ll 
sneak back and dump ths kid In and 
wheel him In on her." 

"Aw. no. I — I got to go now. Phon- 
al#." 

"Come on, Gert, don’t be a quitter 
Don’t you want to see hor face whoa 
she knows that Slews has been all a 
fluke. Come on. Gert, Til wake up the 
kid If I try to dump him In alone." 

"Well, for Just a minute. I— I don't 
want to butt In on your and — and her 
fun." 

They entered with M>» stealthy es- 
pionage of thlevea, and in tho narrow 
hallway she waited, while he . tiptoed 
to the bedroom and hack again, his 
lips pursed outward In a “ehh-h-h." 

"She must be In the front room. The 
kid’s In his erlb. Come on, Gert. 
gh-h-h!" 

He wee pink-faced and full of cau- 
tion. raising eaeh foot In exaggerated 
stealth. Between them they mane*- 
vered the carriage down the hallway. 

"Bh-h-h, If she’s awake, she can 
hear every word In the front room.” 

From her wakeful couch. Mme. 
Moores raised herself on her elbow, 
cupping her ear In her palm and 
(Continued on Eighth Pegs ) ' 
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hand 


To her surprise an unseen 
clutched her and held her suspended 
In the air. Eureka was frantic with 
terror, and tried to scratch and bite, 
ao the next moment She was dropped 
to the floor. 

"Did you Bee that. Dorothy?" she 

gasped. 

••Yes. dear," her mistress replied; 
“there are people living In this house, 
although we cannot see them. And 
you must have better manners. Eu- 
reka. or something worse will happen 
to you." 

She placed a plate of food upon the 
floor and the kitten ate greedily. 

"(Jive me that nlce-smelling fruit I 
saw on the table." she begged, when 
she had cleaned the plate. 

"Those are damns," said Dorothy, 
"and you must never even taste them. 
Eureka, or you'll get lnvls'ble. and 
then we can't see you at gll." 


THE VALLEY OF VOICES 


ticular about our dress," remarked 

By "And mamma can't tell whether my 

- face is dirty or not!" added the other 

childish voice, gleefully. 

"But I make you wash it. every time 
/ I ^ 1 think of it," said the mother; "for 

It stands to reason your face is dirty, 
Ianu. whether I can see It or not.” 

and 

^ T . t ,T '*• 1 "Come here, please — ianu and your 

RyAi •I’t Wi' sister— and let me feel of you." she 

Y\ requested. 

/D UhjKi^ *■ They came to her willingly, and 

% 9 'H Dorothy passed her liuuds over their 

fnces and forms and decided one 
' fl H K lrl of “bout her own age and the 

* Othe'r a boy aomewhut smaller The 

(^7jC4r girl's hair was srift and fluffy and her 

”” skin as smooth as satin. When Doro- 

thy gently touched her nose and ears 
and lips they seemed to be well and 
delicately formed. 

• “If 1 could see you I am sure you 
• would be beautiful." she dedured. 

HI IT OK THK TAHI.E," SAID THE The « lrl laughed, and her mollter 
E V • 

"We are not vain In the Valley of 
The strangers took (heir seats at Voe. because we cannot display our 
tho tuble willingly enough, for they beauty, and good actions and ptaus- 
were all hungry and the platters. aut ways are what makes us lovely 
were now heaped with good things to to ouf companions. Yet ws ran see 
eat. In front of each place was a and appreciate the beauties of na- 
plate bearing one of the delicious ture, tho dainty flowers and trees, the’ 
dama-fruit and the perfume that rose KrPen He ids and the clear blue of the 


The klttefl guard wistfully at the 
forbidden fruit. 

"Can you tell us. sir or ma'am." said 
tho Wizard, addressing the air be- 
cause he did not quite know where 
the unseen people stood, ''If there Is 
any way we can get out of your 
beautiful Valley, and oil lop of tko 
Earth again." 

"Oh. one can leave the Valley ensliy 
enough," answered the man's voice: 
"but to do so you must enter a far 
leas pleasant country. As for rcach- 


"Whore do you come from, then?" 
asked the woman. In a curious tone. 

“We belong upon the face of the 
.earth," explained the Wixard. "bill 
recently, during an earthquake, we 
fall down a crack and landed In the 
Country of the Mangaboos." 

"Dreadful creatures!" exclaimed 


>to eat j, IHl then Eureka came In. for she The \ alley or voe is certnmiy a 
had been until now wandering outsde charming place." resumed the Wlx- 
'i linger w | t h Jim; and when the kitten saw »rd; "but we cannot be contented In 
mpan- the table set with food she cried out ; »n>' other land than our own, for 
temp- - Now you must feed me. Dorothy, long. Even If wo aliould come to un- 
for I'm half starved." pleasant places on our way It Is neu- 

imas?" essary In order to reach the earth's 

* surface, to keep moving on toward 

>lc an- The children were Inclined to be •• 

frightened by the sight of the small aid- i- ln thll t case." said the man. "It will 
• bears which reminded them of the be best for you to cross our Valley 

said a bears; but Dorothy reassured them an d m0 unt the spiral staircase inside 
ged to by explaining that Eureka was a pet the Pyramid Mountain. The top o C 
o live and could do no barm even If she , hnt mountain Is lost In the clouds,; 
le; for washed to. Then, as the Others had an( j when you reach It you will bo In 
le aw- by this time moved away from the the awful Land of Naught, where tha 
m the table, tho kitten sprang upon tho r.argolylcs live." 

chair and put her paws upon the (Cupyrlcht . 192n . „ T Fr.ek u.um for .a* 
o par- cloth to see what there wan to eat. George Matthew Adaum SrTvIce.) 
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THE VICTORY AT SEA S> 


ROLLING STOCK 


(Continued from First Page.) these vessels became apparent whon stroyers were sometimes deceived by 

one of thslr naval publications fell them. The Cusl^ng one day hailed 

tha armament, the white battle ensign Into our hands, giving complete de- Capt. Campbell In trie Pargust, having 
should go up. and the guns should dcrlptlons and contanlng directions mistaken him for a defenseless tramp, 
open Are on the practically helpless to U-boat commanders how to meet The conversation between the two 
enemy. this new menace. The German news- ships was brief but to the point: 

8uch was the mystery ship Idea In papers and Illustrated magazines also Cushing: What ship? 

Ua simplest form. In the early days began to devote much space to this Pargust: Gordon Campbell! Please 

It worked according to this program, hind of anti-submarine fighting, de- keep out of my sight. 

The trustful submarine commander nounctng It In true Germanic fashion 

who approached a mystery ship In as "barbarous" and contrary to the Copyright, 1S20. by the World * Work. The 
the manner which I have described rules of civilized warfare. The great 

promptly found his resting place on significance of th’ls knowledge Is at son; without thole permission ad quotation 
the bottom of trie sea. I have fre- once apparent. The mere Tact that a 

quently wondered what must have number of Q-.hips were at sea. even ”'" 1 w,,h MrC,u " I'* 11 *"- 

been the emotions of this first sub- If they did not succeed In sinking 

marine crew. when, standing on the many submarines, forced the Ger- Spoiled thfi SitllfltiOn. 
deck of their boat, steaming contl- mans to make a radical change in 

dently townrd their victim, they sud- their submailne tactics. As they r rHE late H. B. Irving, at a recep- 

dahly saw its bulwarks drop, and be- could no longer bring to. board and lion In Philadelphia, once nar- 
hald the ship, which, to ell outward loot merchant ships, and sink them rated some of the memories of his 
appearances, was a helpless, founder- Inexpensively and without danger by youth. 

lag hulk, become a mass of belching the u*e of bombs, they were obliged -jjy touring days." hs said, "seem 
Are and smoke and shot. The picture not only to use their precious torpe- <j| B tant-and yet very dear to me now. 
of that first submarine, standing up- does, but also to torpedo without j recal , W lth , )artlcu | ar p i easure a 
rl*hl In the water, reeling like a warning. This was the only slterna- melodrama of crlme hlg)l llfe 

drunken man. while the apparently live except to abandon the aubma- whera wlth I toured the' provinces for 
Innocent merchant ship kept pouring rine campaign altogether. two * uccc „f uI aeaaon() 

volley after volley Into Its sides. Is Berlin accordingly instructed tho „.. . . . 

one that will not quickly fade from submarine commanders not to ap- . *' B “ " rat . Btl ' 

the memory of British naval men. proach on the surface any merchant ' a rlt " U **' ln O' 1 * darkness 
It is evident that the allies could or passenger vessel closely enough to 1 fo “* ht " l * h an old earl threw him 
not play a game like this indefinitely, fret within range of its guns, but to ,“ V y ' Bnd ’ T , j 1 * ,, not rlH * 

They could do so Just as'long as the keep at a distance and shell It. Had arter Die <hud of his fall, I cried 
Germans Insisted on delivering them- the commanders always observed these odt: 

selves Into their hands. The coeg- Instructions the success of the mys- "'Great heavens! What have 1 
plete success of tha Idea depended at tery ship In sinking submarines d °ne?' 

first upon the fact that the very ex- would have ended then and there, "Usually this scene Impressed iny 
Istenre of 'Mystery ships was un- though the Influence of their presence audience tremendously, but I remvrfi- 
known to Ihe German navy. All the upon tactics would have remained In ber one night, when a coster turned 
Germans knew. In these early days, force. The aHied navies now made my outcry and the darkness and the 
was that certain U-boats had sailed elaborate prepaiations, all for the old earl's tragic fall Into ridicule and 
from Germany and had not returned, purpose of persuading Frltx to ap- laughter. 

But It was Inevitable that the time proach In the face of a tremendous “I have never seen that cosier, but 

should coine when a mystery ship risk concerning which he had been j remember his voice well a slow, 

attack would fall; the German sub- accurately informed. Every subma- j ry voice. The old earl had dropped 

marine would return and report that rlne commander, after torpedoing Ills heavily, and In the silent obscurity I 

this new terror of the seas whs at victim, now clearly understood that it |,ad cried- 'Great heavens' W'hal 
large. And that Is precisely what might bo a decoy dispatched for the have , doneV - when lhe t . 0 ster spoke 
happened. A certain submarine re- particular purpose of entrapping him; |lp 

reived n battering which It seemed and he knew that an attempt to ap- •• stria., . n„i,, , , ,, . 

hardly likely that any U-boat could proach within a short distance of tho II Daw * look - ' 

survive; yet. almost by a miracle. It foundering vessel might spell his own "* “ °° 

crept back to Its German base and Immediate destruction. 

reported the manner of Its undoing. The expert In German mentality _ , — 

Clearly tho mystery ships In future must explain why. under these clr- B3Q DUSID6SS. 

were not to have as plain sailing as cumstanoea, he should have perslst- 

In'lhe past; the game. If It was to ed la walking Into the Jaws of death. H.'IIjUAII J. Bl'ilNS^ tlje dotsdltve. 
t continue, would become more a bat- The skill with which the mystery ’ »'«• Joking a brother sleuth. This 
tie of wits; henceforth every liner ships and their crews were disguised sleuth, while looking for pick pock - 
and merchantman. In German eyes, perhaps explains this in part. Any els. had had his own pocket picked, 
was a possible enemy In disguise, and on* who might have happened In the "Bad business. Jack!" said Mr. Burns. 
It was to be expected that the U-boat open sea upon Capt. Campbell and his with a hearty laugh "811m I^arv 


(Continued from Sixth Pas fe.) 
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